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AN Learning's Orb, when luch a Star on 

| No Notice take of ir's extinguiſh 'd Fires ? 
CanWasuinsrTon fromBritain's Arms be torn, 
And notone Britiſh Muſe his, Hearle Adorn ? 


Since abler Bards his Obſequies Dedliae, 
And They whom Art inſpires deſert his Shrine, 
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[Il cruſt my Grief his Fun'ral Dirge to Breath ; 
I'l|-Crown his Tomb, tho with a fading Wreath. 
Nor ſhall the Boaſting Fates bave this to ſay, 
That unobſerv'd they ſtole ſuch Worth away ; 
No —fince Mankind a Loſs in him ſuftain, 
We'll of chat Wrong to all Mankind Complain. 


O whithertead the famiſh'd Hopes of Wit, 
That do's whole Years in Brooding Study fit ! 
From Early Dawn, till Day forſakes the Sky, 

And Midnight Lamps the abſent Sun ſupply ; 

Why ſhould the Learn'd, with Chymiſt's Patience wait 
Their Works Projefion, never gain'd till Late ? 

- If, ſoon as got, Fate's rigid Law muſt Doom 

Them, and their rich Diſcov'ry to one Tomb! 

Why ſhould we Ancient Arts ſteep Ruins Climb, 

And backward Trace the Painful Steps of Time 2 

Why moil, and ranſack, for a Golden Mite 

Paſt Ages Rubbiſh till we loſe our Sight 2 

If bailed from the Search we muſt Retire ; 

Or, having leiz'd ir, o'er the Prize Expire. 


In vain do's friendly Nature too Combine, 
And with our Induftry her Forces join ; 
In vain her Ableſt Faculties are brought, | 
Quick Fancy, Judgment to perfe&tion wrought, 
And Memory, the Magazine of Thought ; F 
Convincing Reaſon, Charming Eloquence, 
All theſe ſhe did co Hini we Mourn Diſpence ; 
To Him who lies in Death's cold Armsenclos'd 
And leaves his Sacred Fame—— —— 
To ſuch an Arcleſs Song as: mine, Expos'd. 


p, 


- O fora Mayſolzum! no leſs Tomb, 
Can for his Merit's Hiſtory have Room: . 
| Then 
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Then let ſome Angel from the Realms of Lighr 
Deſcend, the ſhining Epitaph to Write! 

No Mortal Wit his Character may give; 

Our Verſe can only on his Marbleliye. 


His Genius rival'd Rome's and Athen's Fame, 
Breath'd Yirgil's Majeſty, and Homer's Flame ; 
Touch'd the Horatian Lyre with equal Eaſe, 
Sail'd with Succeſs on Twlly's lowing Seas. 


la Languages his Knowledge was Sublime, 
From Modern to the Speech of Infant Time. 
Thuz from the Sacred Oracles he drew 
Thoſe Truths, which ſcarce the Patriarchs better knew. 


"The Sages, by Antiquity Admir'd, 
(Who juſtly to the Name of Wiſe Aſpir'd, ) 
In Speculation ne'er cou'd ſoar ſo High, 
Nor Contemplation to ſuch Uſe apply ; 
For He, his Life adjuſting to his Thought, 
Pra&tisd more Virtue than thoſe Maſters Taught. 


His Soul of ev'ry Science was the Sphere, 
Yer Artleſs Honeſty (at Regent there ; 
Bright Learning's Charms none better underſtood, 
Yet leſs he ſtudy'd to be Learn'd, than Good. 


To Truth, in Notion, as in Pratice, juſt, 
Ne'er ſervily his Knowledge took on Truſt ; 
Nor beld for Sacred Cuſtom's doating Dreams; 
Diſdain'd to.drink Tradition's muddy Streams : 
But to clear Principles had ſtill Recourſe, 
| Nor reſted, till he found the happy Source : 
And then, with gen'rous Charicy poſleſt, 

His Country with the rich Dilcov'ry bleſt. 
His 
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His Skill in Laws was leſs for private Gain 
Employ'd , than publick Freedom to Maintain ; 
While Mercenaries with the Current ſteer'd, 

His Country's conſtant Patron he appear'd. 

With Roman Virtue at the needful Hour, 

Oppos'd encroaching Tides of Lawleſs Pow'r. 

His brandiſh'd Pen, in Liberty's Support, 

Cou'd Lightning on th* aſtoniſh'd Foe retort. 
Scarcely in Marvel's keen Remarks we find 

Such Energy of Wit and Reaſon join'd. 

Great Milton's Shade with pleaſure ofc look'd down, 
A Genius to applaud ſo like his Own. | 
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